FATHERS AND CHILDREN
to sleep. Don't disturb me/ And he laid his
head back on the pillow.
The old man rose from his knees, sat down in
the armchair, and, clutching his beard, began
biting his own fingers . . .
The sound of a light carriage on springs, that
sound which is peculiarly impressive in the
wilds of the country, suddenly struck upon his
hearing. Nearer and nearer rolled the light
wheels; now even the neighing of the horses
could be heard. . . , Vassily Ivanovitch jumped
up and ran to the little window. There drove
into the courtyard of his little house a car-
riage with seats for two, with four horses
harnessed abreast Without stopping to con-
sider what it could mean, with a rush of a sort
of senseless joy, he ran out on to the steps. . . .
A groom in livery was opening the carriage
doors; a lady in a black veil and a black mantle
was getting out of it ...
*I am Madame Odintsov/ she said. * Yevgeny
Vassilyitch is still living ? You are his father ?
I have a doctor with me/
* Benefactress ! * cried Vassily Ivanovitch, and
snatching her hand, he pressed it convulsively
to his lips, while the doctor brought by Anna
Sergyevna, a little man in spectacles, of German
physiognomy, stepped very deliberately out of
the carriage. * Still living, my Yevgeny is living,